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dividends declared, and immediately I find myself
turning into a different person. The mouth through
which this costly smoke slowly dribbles seems to
expand and turn grim. I feel rich, powerful, rather
cynical and sensual, one who looks with narrowed
eyes at the poor virtuous fools of this world. But
put me, in my shabby clothes, in the middle of a
richly dressed and bejewelled company, and in a
moment I am your stern moralist, your sturdy philoso-
pher, piercing with one glance the hollow shams
of life. While they are lighting their cigars (brigands
and zanies all of them), I am smoking the honest pipe
of Thomas Carlyle and telling them under my breath
that it shall not avail them. Yet I have only to have
a Turkish cigarette and a suspicion that the lady be-
side me (who probably mistakes me for someone else)
thinks I am a witty dog, a clever trifler, and there
I am, airy, exquisite, now slightly wistful, now mock-
ing, epigrammatizing the world away. But let a
genuine fellow of this breed, with a more rapid and
heartless flow of epigrams and more superbly-creased
trousers (for you must have well-creased trousers for
this part, and that is one reason why I, who bag dread-
fully, can rarely play it), let one of these fellows join
us and within a minute or so I have changed again,
being now simpler, deeper, more kindly, none of your
mere witty triflers but a man with a heart and a brain
and a purpose, whose lightest word is worth more
than a bushel of epigrams and cheap wit. Thus can
cigar, pipe or cigarette play Puck with my personality,